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J CAN'T UNDERSTAND ' 
U/HAT THEY'RE UP TO- 
UNLESS IT'S SOME NEW ' 
KIND OF PROTECTION H 
RACKET ASAINST , J 
beauty PARLnRS' 1 
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MB IS STREAKED WITH THAT 
AWFUL DVE ANP 1 CAN'T EVEN Buy 
A LIPSTICK! I LOOK TERRIBL 
VOU CAN'T COME IN, PARREL 
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In a home of wealth. , a 
stray moonbeam touches 
glittering fortune : 
carelessly-discarded 
jewelry.. 
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HERE IS A CREATION I EXPECT)/ IT'S AS GOOD 
TO SELL FOR TEN THOUSANP J I AS PONE, £/£?.', 
TO A SUYER WHO HAS AN "*SJ I MEAN ... OW,, 
APPOINTMENT IN TEN MINUTES/ A MAPMt BOVCMt! 

GET INTO it; the hotel . 

CLERK TOLP ME WE COULP 
USE THAT ROOM POR A 
PRESSING ROOM.' 



1 1 



Meanwhile, on a fire 
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outside Suite S2Q. 

it is she: it is our 

BELOVEP PRINCESS 
OF BARILUNIA' ~ 
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¥1£ was caught ill the steel trap. He 

and lean and wicked looking As we drew 
near, he peeled his lips back and showed long 
white fangs. A low growl escaped him Blood 
covered the snow where he had already begun 
to gnaw his foot off He hadn't gone far enough 
to hurt, yet 

1 said. "The poor thing! Let us take him out." 

My uncle barked. "Stand back, I'll shoot the 
varmint" He raised his rifle. I struck it down. 

"No, Uncle, no We must release him He is 
only a whelp He is badly hurt" I knelt down 
beside the trapped animal 

"You're a fool,'' said my uncle "You've al- 
ways been a fool, I say let's kill the blasted 

But 1 didn't hear him Already 1 was tugging 
at the heavy jaws of the trap. The wolf snarled 
and growled but he didn't bite me. After a mo- 
ment. 1 had his leg loose I said, "There, little 
fellow, you're free '' 

As 1 stood Up, the crippled wolf made as 
if to move off. He fell on his side, his leg folding 
under him I reached down and gathered him 
up. "Come on then, little chap. I'll doctor you 
up." 

1 took him home, my uncle grumbling all 
the way. The wolf would repay me by turning 
on me. Wolves were all alike The only good 
wolf was a dead one. etc 

But 1 carried Lobo, as 1 began calling him, 
to our cabin and placed him in a lean-to at the 
side. I gave him some fresh meat which he 
gobbled down, then some water He was starved 
and thirsty 1 watched him eat and drink then 
I got some bandages and fixed up his. foot 

When I had finished, 1 stroked his dark head 
He didn't growl any more He licked my hand 
and whimpered I left him for the night 

The next morning when 1 went out to feed 
him, he was gone. At first 1 suspected my uncle 



He s 

The wolf came to the cabin door that evening 
and whined 1 opened the door and he stood 
there, shivering. I brought him inside. He lay 
on the hearth and thawed out. It was bitterly 
cold outside, far below zero. I fetched food and 
drink He Hid full justice to both. 

That night, Lobo slept beside my bunk. He 
lay all night without moving, so far as I know. 
He was up early next morning, scratching at 
the door. After feeding him, I let him outside. 
He scampered off into the forest, 

All that winter Lobo, came and went. Some- 
times he would be gone several days at a time, 
but he always came back. We were the best 
of friends. He paid no attention to my uncle. 
Nor was there any love lost between them, 

Trapping was good and we were storing up 
great bales of pelts In the spring, we'd take 
them down to the factor and sell them for hard 

One night when Lobo was sprawled on the 
hearth, we heard wolves howling afar off. Lobo 
lifted his head and whined. He got up and 
strode to the door, turned and looked at me, 
then came back and lay down. I wondered if 
the call of the wild was reaching into him. 

Lobo didn't return to the cabin for five nights. 
1 assumed that he'd met the marauders and 
Lobo, being a wolf, had run with them. But he 
came back on the sixth night, He had a great 
wound in his shoulder, where a fang had ripped. 

"Fighting, Lobo?" 1 sked softly as I cleansed 
the gash. He whimpered and let me pour oint- 
ment into the deep cut. He curled up on the 
hearth, seemingly very content to rest in the 
warmth 

Foi the next week, my wolf stuck close to 
the cabin He even went with me a couple of 
times on my trap line He'd not go near any 
of the traps, remembering, no doubt, his own 



DOLL MAN 
sad experience. I didn't blame him. 

He was like a great dog, liking to romp and 
play on occasion. He had grown to an immense 
size. My uncle predicted dire things for both 
of us. He said, "You'll find out, bub, you can't 
play with the things of th^. wild. They're dan- 
gerous." 

I smiled. Lobo wouldn't hurt me for any- 
thing. I wondered how he acted when he ran 
with his pack — if he did run with it. Was he 
an outcast? I recalled stories I'd heard of wolves 
turning against their kind, driving them away 
or killing them. 

At the first spring thaw, we prepared to 
leave for the south with our load of furs. We 
packed the big sledge high with pelts. Our six 
dogs were fat and in good condition. It would 
be a fine run to the factor's. 

We shoved off toward noon. The sun was 
shining and the snow was blazing like diamonds. 
It was good trail weather. The dogs kept up a 
fast clip. 

It was a 220-mile trek south to the factor's 
headquarters. We'd make it, barring accident, 
in five days, without pushing the dogs too hard. 

When we were about 70 miles into the woods, 
a blinding snowstorm hit. It was a real norther, 
and the pelting snow was like buckshot. We 
had to hole up, digging breaks against -the bite 
of the wind. We got a fire going and made tea. 
The dogs melted themselves into the snow, as 
malemutes always do. They'd stay warm even 
in the coldest weather. 

By morning the storm had blown itself out. 
We arose, cramped and stiff, and ate a light 
breakfast. Then we got underway. 

The day was bright and edgy, with a light 
wind. About midway of our trek, we came on 
a snowshoe track, crossing our trail. My uncle 
examined it for a moment. "Indian," he said. I 
didn't like that. I knew that sometimes the In- 
dians, renegades mostly, were on the prowl when 
-trappers sledged their furs south. They struck 
fast and left no clues. 

And then it happened. A rifle spanged. A 
bullet whizzed past my face like an angry 
wasp. I dropped. My uncle did likewise. We 
broke out our guns. We'd account for at least 
one of them before they took us, that I vowed. 
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We had n 



al thousand dollars worth of fine 



Another rifle barked. One of the dogs yelped 
and fey over, dead. Then rifles began cracking 
on both sides of the trail. The slugs thudded into 
the sledge and twanged through the snowladen 
brush. There wasn't much to fire at except the 
smoke puffs. Most of the Indians had old- 
fashioned rifles using black powder. We fired 
whenever we saw a puff. Once a high scream 
tqld that we had hit one of them. 

But the battle was one-sided. I knew that 
the Indians would surely work in close and 
rush us, as was their way. If we kept down, 
we could manage to keep out of the line of fire; 
on the other hand, there were few targets of- 
fered thus. 

I drew a bead -on an Indian and pulled the 
trigger. The fellow leaped high into the air and 
let out a yowl. I had just stung him. 

They rushed us then. A half dozen of them 
came racing toward us, firing as they came. I 
saw my uncle topple and knew he'd been hit. 
I emptied the magazine of my repeating .rifle 
into the approaching Indians and saw two of 



then 
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the 



The four left came at me, howling like de- 
mons. I clubbed my useless rifle and brained one 
of them. The others ripped the gun from my 
hands. And now I faced them with only a bowie 
knife. I swished it, ripping at their faces. I con- 
nected at least once, saw the spurt of red, then 
hurled the knife at the faces of the others. 

One came at me with a long knife lifted. I 
knew my time had come. I was breathing hard. 
A blow in the belly had weakened me. Then a 
strange thing happened. A great gray shape 
shot into the fray. The Indian I thought, was 
about to kill me screamed. The shape wheeled 
and leaped at another Indian. He went down. 
The remaining redskin tried to get away. The 
shape nailed him. 

I came to my feet groggy. The snow was 
red with blood. The shape lay, panting, nearby. 
He was red, too. 

"Lobo!" I cried. "You saved us. Good boy! w 
The wolf whimpered and nuzzled my hand. 

My uncle came to and grinned. "Good wolf," 
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'THEN I SORTA PROPOSER MVSELF 
I'D BE OUT TONIGHT TO SET HITCHED. 
WAS SCARED, OR ACTED SCARED - ~ 
about c niree nu iuc unufiE/ 
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\ i i sled anger taices her 
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VOU SPEAK OF 
MARRVING CORWWC 
THgREPORS 
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I Will Show You How to 

Learn RADIO, 

IT Practicing in Spare Time 
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KNOW WLb®lV-Ute*Succe4± 

I Will Train You at Home- SAMPLE LESSON FREE 



the 



want a good-pay job in 
t-growing Radio Industry 
youi- own Radio Shop? Mail 



the. Coupon for a Samplo Lt^^n 
■nul niv li-i-pasix 1 book. "Win Kkm 
Rewards in Radio," both FREE. 
See how I will train you at home 
— how you get practical Radio 
oj-nx'.i'U'-nce building, testing Ra- 



SHEETS that show how to make 
EXTRA money fixing neighbors' 
Radios in spare 



get started now than ever before, 
because the Radio Repair Business 

is booming. Trained Radio Tech- 
nicians ;d-:n find profitable oppor- 
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